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was not like that of a man who was kept in confine-
ment. I remarked to that effect.
"But I am not kept in confinement," he explained.
"I am an inmate of the prison farm 60 versts from
here."
Briefly he outlined his case.
He had been a railroad worker and was given a
three-year sentence for negligence, or worse, in connec-
tion with a railroad accident. As he was a machinist
and the government does not like to lose the services
of trained men, he was sent to the farm and assigned
to the tractor squad, where he was now holding the
position of assistant mechanic. Something had gone
wrong with a tractor that morning and as he knew
exactly what parts were necessary to repair the ma-
chine, he was told to go to the Lefortov prison, which
is the headquarters for all the institutions connected
with it, and obtain the necessary parts. He had been
to the prison only once before and that was why he
himself was not sure of its location.
"Aren't the authorities afraid that you will run
away?" I asked.
"Why should I run away?" the man spoke reflec-
tively, "I am not treated badly. My family visits me
every five days and once a month I go home for a day.
Besides I get credit for good conduct and more credit
for proficient work. With these credits I ought to be
able to finish my three-year sentence in a year and a
half. I have already served nearly six months of it. In